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10U \wouldn’t, understand, Pat ‘dear, and can’t tell you;” 
the gray lady fingered the skirt, now so neatly mended by 
_ the deft fingers of kind old Mts, John. “Tl can’t ever go 
® ||. into the little gray house again—it would make me too 
miserable, too unhappy.” 
 The.little pink girl sat close beside the gray lady on 
the dilapidated old door step, and, swung, her sunbonnet by one string, 
just as F’ ay had done so long ago. ., “It wouldn’t make me. sad_.or miser- 
able. to go into acute little house like this; I'd love to go.” 

‘There are, shadows, in the house, dear. _ Behind that gray da 
door: there are shadows, cold and damp that. make me, shudder just to 
about. them-—I won't think about them, I just won't!” 

“Shadows! . Who’s afraid of. shadows!” exclaimed Patricia. 

“Oh, how brave we are!” mocked Fay, Then, quite. seriously 
she.put her arm about Pat and looked down. into the child’s face. 
“Aren’t you afraid of shadows, real, live, sure-enough shadows, that 
you through and through, shadows. that—that make you creep?” 

“But the sun, Fay:! .. The sun would drive away the shadows just 
as sqon'as the. doors. and. windows were. opened. | It’s so warm and 
bright here on the steps. it couldn’t be dark in the house if those ugly 
old: boards were taken off the dears, and windows. ll. go in first, 
you're afraid.” 
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“Of all people, not you, my little Pat!” Fay clung to the child 
tightly. ‘““You must keep out of the shadows. I won't have you 
chilled by them.” 4 

“Shadows!” scoffed Pat again. “Shadows aren’t anything; 
they’re just ‘cause there isn’t any sun. My big brother’s a soldier and 
he’s been in prison where there wasn’t a little, tiny bit of light, and he 
almost died just ‘cause he couldn’t see the sunshine and ‘cause he didn’t 
have enough to eat. It wasn’t on account of the shadows,” scornfully, 
“he was awful sick, ‘cause he didn’t have any sun.” 

“Your brother’s a soldier, and he’s brave and—and I’m not a 
soldier,” Fay laughed at the weakness of her own argument, and Pat, 
wriggling loose from Fay’s arms, laughed back, “Well, I’m not afraid 
of shadows. I'd be ’shamed to be scared of—of nothing!” 

Bent and gray, stiff and lame, Old John came trudging down the 
lane and fumbled at the rusty latch on the old gate. “I just thought as 
how you’d like to take a look inside the old house, Miss Faith, so I 
come down to knock off them old boards for you. They’re easy 
enough put back on, but I ‘low as how they just about grown on tight 
in ‘ these years.” He had a small hatchet in his hand, ready for the 
jo 

“Your good wife has mended my skirt for me, and I expect to 
take the afternoon train, so you see I haven’t time. Thank you so much, 
but really I don’t want to go inside the house; the yard is lovely, and 
it was good to be back for just a little time, but now I must go on. 
My rooms are reserved in the city, and my friends are expecting me.” 
Looking down, she caught sight of two big tears running down Pat's 
face and the little chin quivering with disappointment. ““You see Pat, 
dear, there is no place for me to sleep—I must go.” 

“The wife has the couch in the front room all seid for you, 
Miss.” Old John had the edge of his hatchet beneath one of the 
boards. ‘She ‘lowed as how you once got to lookin’ about you’d want 
to stop off a spell, so she put some bed covers on the old sofie—’member 
how you slept there one night on that same sofie, when the horse kicked 
you down? Now, by jingo, look’t that! That old board’s so rotten 
it just fell off—shall I take the rest of ’em off, Miss Faith?” 

Old John waited for the word of permission. Patricia, with tear- 
wet eyes, clasped her hands in eagerness. Fay stood reluctant, unde- 
cided. For a moment she remembered the house before the shadows 
came, the brightness, the warmth, the song of her canary, the smell of 
new bread or ginger cake,—then one day the shadow came! And with 
this shadow came other shadows, until the house was full and all the 
joy was gone. She was thinking of the day when she had, without 
warning to herself or others, flown into a passion of anger, slammed 
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_ the door shut, and stopping only long enough to give Old John direc- 


tions, had taken the train, determined never to come back! ‘The years 
had gone by and she had forgotten the shadows, forgotten the house, 
but she had thought often of the garden—the honeysuckle, the old 
maple and the bluebirds in the spruce tree! She had forgotten the pur- 
ple pansy until she and Pat found it that morning, almost strangled 
in the grass. Yes, she had dreamed about those pansies, those “‘hearts- 
ease,” but had forgotten where they grew. A chance, a circumstance 
had brought her near the home of her childhood, and a mere whim 
had made her stop off to take a look at the garden. Old John was 
waiting, hatchet in hand. Patricia stood expectant, eager. The old 
man and the little child in their simple desire must not be disappointed, 
even though she herself were reluctant, even though she were to suffer! 

“Very well, we'll just take a little look inside, but I mustn’t miss 
that afternoon train. Take the rest of the boards off, John; doors and 
windows will have to be opened to make a draught, or we'll smother 
with the dust and mustiness.” 


(To be Continued) 
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of-door meetings just as well as I do. Boys always like 
the woods, fields and lakes. Yes, and I know of some girls 


AVE. you been thinking about the Peter Pan Club? 
Hi ““Yes!’’ I hear you all say,-for I know you like these out- 
rE 2 that are enjoying the Peter Pan trips, too. All right girls, 


{_~]} you know the conditions under which you can go—that 
you must be happy all the time; so if you wish, come along. 

First, let us decide where we are to go. 

“Peter Pan, you promised to take us back to Unity Farm again,” 
says Joe. 

““What do the rest of you say?”” From the number of “‘yesses” 
I hear, we will hurry right out. This time we will not go in the bus, 
as we did before, but we'll all climb into the big Unity truck that we 
haul our mail in, and have a jolly party all our own. 

For an hour, we ride over long, paved streets and winding rock 
roads. Everything is more or less familiar, and as we turn into the 
long shady lane, we all stretch our necks for a first glimpse of camp. 

“There is the top of one of the tents!”’ cries one. “There is 
Shep!” cries another, “and there is Frank, who looks after everything 
so faithfully!” And right away we feel at home. 

“Oh, but look there, and over there, and clear over there! Those 
buildings were not there when we were here before!” 3A 

“No, they were just recently built. This first one is the dining 
hall and kitchen, where the Unity workers have their parties. - Down 
the ravine, is Mr. and Mrs. Fillmore’s cottage, and clear over there, 
in that clump of trees, is Peter Pan’s new cottage.” 

“Let’s have the first meeting of the Peter Pan Club in Peter 
Pan’s cottage,” one boy says. “All right,” say ‘the rest. So in a 
few moments Peter Pan’s front yard is swarming full of boys. 
“Look out, everybody!” comes the shout from one corner of our 
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party, and a wild scramble follows. Here and there the rest are crying 
“what’s up?” 

“Bumble bees!” and there, streaming out from under an old 
stump; come the big bees in battle formation. Someone must have in- 
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truded too near their nest. All stand back for a moment, and let 
them settle down. Like all other wild creatures, they will not hurt us 
if we do net molest them. I know them quite well, and they are very 
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WEE WISDOM 7 
much like people. When you do not interfere with their rights they 


are very peaceable. 

Now that all is quiet again, let us sit down on the grass and talk 
over our club. What do you think about it? Joe says he wants it to 
be different from all other clubs. 

It is already quite different, because all other clubs meet in person, 
while we meet only in our minds, and through interest in the same thing. 
We can meet any time we wish to, without having a regular day for 
coming together. 

It was decided in the beginning that we are never to get old, and 
that the way to stay young is to always store up thoughts of youth and 
joy, and to help everybody else to be youthful, joyous and happy. 

en, to learn something new every day, seems to be the right sort 
of an idea,.too. We all love to learn, and what we really want to 
learn is the truth about everything. To know the truth, we must know 
God in everything, for God is the real of everything that is. You see 
nature is in the tree, the grass and the flower, just the same as in the 
vine, the fruit and the grain. So is God in the earth, in nature, in 
animals, in man, and in the whole universe. It is just like a great big 
puzzle. Some things seem not to have God in them, but if we look 
enough we will find him. 

Now, I am going to tell you a secret which I think will interest 
you, and which will fit into our plan very nicely. Do you know Royal, 
who writes for the Boosters? Well, he is the greatest fellow to buy 
things you ever saw. The other day he bought me one hundred and 
fifty caps. Now, one hundred and fifty are more caps than I can use, 
so I want to divide them up with some of my friends. I am never 
happy when I have more than I can use, and am very happy when I 
can divide with others. 

Here is the plan: 

First. You are a member of the Peter Pan Club, if you are 
interested in the Peter Pan stories and enjoy our monthly hikes. 

. Second. You are a member in good standing, when you are 
appy. 

Third. You are a first degree member when you get one new 
subscriber for Wee Wisdom, for then you have done something to 
carry a message of joy and happiness to some one else. 

Fourth. You are a second degree member when you have se- 
cured three new subscribers. 

Fifth. You are a third degree member sais you have secured 
five new subscribers, and you are chee entitled to one of these Peter 
Pan caps. 

These caps are like the one I wear in the picture; they are of 
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maroon colored felt, with a green feather stuck in one side, and an 
evergreen tree pin in front, as our symbol of perpetual youth. 

‘How do you like this plan, boys? I hear a chorus of voices say- 
ing, “Fine! that is just the kind of a-club we like!” - That finishes our 
meeting; now we will take a hike, and gather some nuts to take home 
to.our friends. ' 

‘Before: we go let’s have some the 
press, made from the apples in the Unity orchard just over the hill; 
with them we will have some of Grandma Fillmore’s doughnuts. -. 

. ‘A fine feed, and a fine start for our Peter. Pan. —_ va Bt 

‘What do you say, boys? 

will: be ond to earna a Peter Pan cap? 


NCE upon a time—and this is a true ‘story—once upon a 
‘time, there was a little white house snuggled down cozily 
in the middle of the loveliest old-fashioned garden you 
"|| could possibly imagine.. Like a dainty jewel in a setting 
all green and white and pink, sat a very little girl on the 
dodrstep, listening. 
“Mary Louise as a rule did not like'to sit still; in’ fact; she Hated 
sitting at all, but here she was, surest thing in the world! 


,Almost: overhead, masses of pink and white blossoms . shook 
their petals and their fragrance down upon:her, as if they might be 
wishing to bless the little lady or to. crown her their queen, on this 
wonderful June morning. 
«roa oRut;Mary- Louise was certainly not in the mood for blessings. 
Seam: uahappy. «Clouded was her world, for would not Ayah: be 
calling almost any/minute.about the scales to. be practiced? It would 
nottaké long, sure, but outdoors.was so lovely. - 

Just now, she was listening to what sounded like the distant music 
pipe organ. So ‘far.as-she knew; ‘there ‘was-no big. organ this side 
‘ofthe city —~and it surelydid soutddike.a big organ. “Oh, want 


to play out hove, I do, I do! I don’t want to be shut up in the house, 
‘practicing on-an old piano!” Shocking talk, fdr sa dittle Queen of the 


Ida: S$. Miller. 
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Blossoms, was it not? “Everything in this whole, wide world is 
happy,” sighed Mary Louise, “but 

High in the crab apple tree, an oriole sat preening his gorgeous 
plumage, all orange and black. (Brother Dick called him his Prince- 
ton bird, and would ““Tiger—Siz—Boom”’ at him, pretending to fright- 
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en him into fits; but P. b. liked it; he was not scared the very least 
little bit.) 

Proudly he sat there on his twig, caroling joyously now and then 
to the little mother on the hanging nest below, that she might know 
he was near, and would soon be flying home with goodies for the nest- 
ful of babies. Butterflies sailed about in the sunshine; grasshoppers 
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‘ jumped up, and as quickly disappeared; beetles and spry little bugs 


darted through the grass, seeking food. 

Mary Louise arose, stretched herself, much as old Rover would 
have done, walked leisurely across to the boxwood hedge, and peered 
through, into the red clover field. 

““Music’s over here, too!’ she exclaimed. “Music everywhere. 
Why, it’s the bees, that’s what it is! Not an organ at all! The dear, 
old fuzzy-buzzy bees! Singing because they’re having such a jolly 
time, I s "pose. But they’re just gobbling up all the honey from the 
clovers.”” 

And the little girl, as she stood watching the tiny workers gather- 
ing their fill of sweets, then darting away with it,—toiling so untiringly 
in the hot sunshine, and humming all the while from the very joy of 
living—became most magically light-hearted herself. 

““Why—so can be happy,—of course!” she breathed. Her 
heart almost bursting with her discovery, she slipped back through the 
hedge, sped into the little white house, surrounded by the quaint old- 
fashioned garden, and ran straight into the arms of Mother. 

“Oh, Mumsie, I will practice my music; I will, I will! They 
are all working—and that is why they are so glad!” 

“T love the birds 
And I love the trees, 
The fragrant flowers and 
The softy breeze. 
But, I have a joke on 
The honey-bees— 
I’ve guessed their secret!” 
Sang Mary Louise. 


THANKSGIVING 


 |'ll give thanks, and you'll give thanks; 
We'll all give thanks together! 


-We'll have a great Thanksgiving Day, 
Whatever wind or weather. 


I'll be glad, and you'll be glad, 
And we'll all be glad together! 

Gladness is sunshine night and day, © 
In spite of wind and weather. 


I'll be good, and you'll be good, 
And we'll all be good together! 

Goodness, we'll find, is loving Mind, 
And that makes splendid weather. 


STORIES 


URSA MINOR AND DRACO 


IMELDA OcTAVIA SHANKLIN 


In this lesson we will consider two constellations, both of them in 
the northern heavens. The first one of these is Ursa Minor, or Little 
Bear. This group is not so clearly marked as Ursa Major. 

The Pointers in the Dipper direct our eyes which way to look 


Polaris 


when we want to find Polaris. Sometimes Ursa 
Minor is called Little Dipper. If we think of it in 


-this way, we will see that Polaris may be called the 


nail on which the dipper is hung! 
In such sketches as we'can give on a page of Wee 


. Wisdom, the constellations and the stars comprising 


The constellations seem to 
change their positions in the sky. 
If we study them for a year, it 
will look as if each follows a path 


them will look closer together than they do in the 
sky. The stars will look larger, too, but we have 
them made large to help us fix the groups in our 
minds. Once we have the outlines, we will never 
have any trouble in finding the constellations; after 
a while their positions and shapes will be as easily 

remembered as are the positions 


S22 Minor and shapes of the flower beds 


and shrub groups on the lawn. 


that brings it back to its starting - / 
point. Ursa Major and Ursa 
Minor travel rather side by side, 


though. far apart, 


around Polaris. ° 
But Polaris, the great North Star, Draco, the Drago n. 


seems always to stand in the same place. 


Another constellation that has an animal name, is Draco, the 
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Dragon. The tail of the Dragon is drawn along the sky between the 
two Bears, and its head points out toward Lyra, the Lyre. We will 
have a sketch of Lyra, sometime, because of a wonderful star that is 
found in it, and because of a beautiful story that belongs to this group. 


ELMA’S OUTING 
Brandy City, Cal. 

Dear Friends—I am going to tell you about our trip down to 
Cherokee Creek. 

It is Sunday afternoon; we get Olive, my music teacher, and 
her mother, and start off. 

As soon as we are out of town, we run into an old mine. It is 
where they used to work, but it is now the property of Johnnie China- 
man. There is a steep and narrow path leading to the flume. 


We cross it and go by Johnnie Chinaman’s cabin. Then, up, up, 
up on another narrow path. Now, we are in the cool woods once 
more. We have talked all the way. 

Olive, as well as I, loves books, and we walk ahead, talking 
about them, and also trying to find as many white lilies as we can. 


The path we are following is about three feet wide, and carpeted 
with squaw matting and pine needles. Now we are going down, and 
our way is sloping. We can hear the roar of the creek. We break 
through some bushes, and lo, here is an old bridge—and a path, too, 
leading right down beside it. We go down the path and find ourselves 
on a low sandy place on the bank of the creek. But we must go on. 
Here we come to rocks—big rocks—which we walk over and around. 
One rock is the size of a room. If the water were low, we could go 
around it, but now, there is nothing to do but climb over it. Once on the 
other side, we scramble over more rocks, and then go through little 
clumps of trees. Before us, lies a bit of fairyland. We are standing 
in a little cave. The roof is of rock and brush. The rock here is all 
covered with moss, tiger lilies, and ferns. There is a little spring 
which flows down from among the rocks, and all the plants are 
watered by it. 


We climb everywhere, gathering ferns, and flowers, then back 
we go. When we reach home we sit and talk for quite a while. We 
have walked four miles. 

Now, just close your eyes and let your imagination go free, and 
see how soon you, too, are rambling over rocks and hills, and into the 
little cave. It is all so beautiful. 


Lovingly, 7 Elma Grant. 
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THE QUILT 
The Fourth Lesson 


Come, let us finish Dolly’s quilt. The winter is coming on, and 
she will need it. We have eight blocks in all; four, with dark centers 
and light points, which we will call dark blocks; and four with light 
centers and dark points, which we will call light blocks. We want to 
sew the blocks together in a way to make a pretty quilt; we will pin 
them in place first, and make sure that they are right before we sew 
them. Begin with a light block; pin to it a dark block, then a light one, 
and then a dark one. Now look them over and see that they are right. 
Sewed together in this way, they are called a strip, and should look 
like this sketch: | 


HH 
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Make another strip just like it, of the other four blocks. 

Remember! All seams must be pressed open. We learned to 
press seams open in the third lesson. Pin the two strips together; re- 
member to keep the right sides together, and to place the strips so that 
a light block begins one strip and a dark block begins the other. Baste, 
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remove the pins, and sew. Remember to make a back stitch at the end 


of each seam, to keep it from ripping. Now, the _ should look 
like this sketch: 


We will now line the quilt. Use a piece of material as large as 
the quilt, if you have it; if not, sew together some smaller pieces until 
you have made a piece the size of the quilt. Pin the quilt and the 
lining, right sides together. . Look the work over to see that all is 
right, then baste; remove pins. Begin on one end and sew all around, 
leaving an opening of about three inches where you began, to enable 
you to turn the quilt right side out. Be careful not to take too large a 
seam; about a quarter of an inch is a nice seam. When the quilt is 
sewed and turned, press the edge seam by rolling it between the fore- 
finger and the thumb. Baste the edge of the quilt to keep the seam 
from bulging. Now, ask mother to give you some coarse colored 
thread and a large-eyed needle; 
we will trim the quilt, and at the 
same time learn another stitch. 

. It is called the edging stitch, 
| and is done in this way: Put the 
needle into the material from the 
edge of the quilf, bringing it out a 
‘quarter of an inch below to make 
| the edge, keeping the thread under 
the needle to form the loop. Put 
the needle in again in line with 
the first stitch; bring it out under- 
- - neath the quilt edge, and over the 
thread, as before. In making this stitch, or edging, hold the edge of 
the quilt toward you and point the needle toward you. Do not draw 
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the thread tight, but let it lie easily along the edge to the right of the 
last stitch. Continue making the stitches at even spaces apart and at 
the same distance from the edge. See last sketch. 

In turning a corner, take several stitches in the same hole and 
spread them around the edge in a fan shape. To join a new thread, 
take the needle through to the wrong side of the quilt and fasten the 
threads together in a knot. Bring the needle through to right side and 
go on as before, always keeping the needle in front of the thread. 


OVERCOMING 
By Aunt RuTH 


Did you ever try to overcome evil with good? When I was a 
little girl everyone in my Sunday school class promised to try it for 
one week ; we were to tell our experiences the following Sunday. 

Annie was called to tell her experience first, because her name 
began with A. Almost as soon as the door of our class room closed 
she started to tell us her experience. 

They had greens for dinner at her home on Monday, and she 
wasn’t very hungry, but because she liked greens very much, she ate 
just that and nothing else.. In the afternoon she felt hungry; remem- 
bering a big piece of rhubarb pie that she had not eaten at dinner, 
she asked her mother if she might have it. Mother sent big sister 
to get it, but when it came it was only half as big as Annie expected. 
Her first impulse was to kick something, but just in time she thought to 
overcome, so she took her pie and thanked sister. 

Bessie was the next to relate her efforts to overcome. She was 
walking down the street one day, thinking what she could overcome, 
when she saw a man on horseback, jerking and slapping his horse. For 
a moment she felt so angry she wanted to throw a rock at the man, but 
she thought to overcome her temper and love him because God loved 
everyone, so she prayed quietly right where she stood, “Dear God, 
take my anger and this man’s too, and make us both love everyone and 
everything, just as you do.” Then all in a minute she felt loving and 
kind, and she had not been angry since. 

Our teacher said these were beautiful experiences, and we would 
hear from the others another Sunday. 


Vivian Drown, of Corcoran, California, is boosting by getting 
subscribers to Wee Wisdom. She sends two names, and says she re- 
ceived the subscriptions the day after her Booster pin came. She also 
sends a little story for the Young Authors’ Department, “On a Walk,” 
which teaches one to appreciate the beautiful things in nature. 
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PROTECTION IN WAR 
Earn_EsT P. BALTZELL, (age 15) 


JENRY Binkley sat cross-legged on a block of wood, whit- 
tling a stick. That he was thinking very hard, was plainly 
evident by his puckered brow and gloomy expression. 
Henry was of medium height, with chestnut hair and large 
brown eyes; he was about nineteen years of age. 

Ever since he was nine years old, Henry had lived 
with the Mrs. Meads, and had helped with the work, such as it was, 
outside of office hours. He had worked at bookkeeping in the firm of 
Morris & Hayes for two years, until the afternoon in which this story 
opens, when he was paid off, as he was no longer needed. 

Suddenly Henry stopped whittling, closed his jackknife with a 
snap, and walked into the house. 

“‘Mother,”’ he said, “I am going to join the army!” 

Mrs. Meads dropped her knitting, and looked up with a startled 
expression. 

“And,” continued Henry, “if I join now, I'll have a chance to 
get into the part of the service I want.” 

Mrs. Meads had for years been a firm believer in Practical 
Christianity, and Henry, after seeing healing demonstrated on their 
family horse, also joined, much to the delight of Mrs. Meads. To- 
gether they had studied Weekly Unity; and now to hear such a speech 
from Henry, shocked his adopted mother sadly. 

“Why, Henry,” said Mrs. Meads, “have you forgotten your 
teachings about brotherly love and friendship, so soon? And are 
you going to start in the business of killing >” 

““No, no,” said Henry, hastily. ‘““You’re getting a wrong impres- 
sion: I’ve planned it all out. If I join now, instead of waiting to be 
drafted, I’ve got a chance to get into the ambulance corps, or something 
of the like, and bring supplies up to the front. You see, it will be just 
as dangerous, but I won’t be in the fighting; and as for you, I will send 
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you half my pay, and, with what the government gives you, | think you 
can live pretty high.” 

“Oh yes,” assented Mrs. Meads, “I will get on all right!” 

“You're a brick, Mother!” exclaimed Henry, “I knew you would 
see it that way!” 

_ Just before he left for camp, Mrs. Meads gave her son a small 
envelope which contained a folding card, bearing the words, “Pro- 
tection in War.’ On presenting this card, she said: 

“‘Now, my son, I want you to promise me that you will read this 
card very often; it contains the Ninety-first Psalm, as well as other 
things; if you are in danger, just think about the Psalm, and perhaps 
repent part of it, and God will do the rest. Will you be sure to do 
this?” 

“Sure, I will,” assented Henry, after looking at it; “I will at least 
give it a try.” : 

Henry was sent to Camp Oglethorpe, in Georgia; after a few 
weeks of training there, he was sent to a camp in New Jersey, and from 
there straight to France. Then followed many trying days, while our 
boys were breaking through the Hindenburg line. There was much 
work for Henry. He had many miraculous escapes. Among them, 
was the time when he was driving in great haste to the lines with food 
for a company of soldiers who had been under constant fire for twenty- 
four hours, and who were almost worn out; they had had no food, ex- 
cept the rations that they had carried with them. 

During the first part of the drive, Henry kept in his mind the 
verse which runs thus: “‘A thousand shall fall at thy side and ten 
thousand at thy right hand, but it shall not come nigh thee.” 

He was about to cross into a wooded road, a short distance back 
of the lines, when a shell landed in front of the truck and exploded, so 
close that a piece of shrapnel tore a hole in the tire and ripped off the 
fender. 

“There certainly must be something in that Ninety-first Psalm, 
and I will tell mother about it,” thought Henry after the explosion. 

Many times in the next year, Henry was saved from almost cer- 
tain death, much to the surprise of his comrades. And then came the 
end of the war! 

Two months later, Henry was sent to the U. S., and finally to 
Camp Custer, where he was discharged and sent home. As he grasped 
his mother’s hands in his at the station, he said: “Mother, dear, that 
card certainly saved my life a great many times!” 

“No,” said Mrs. Meads, “not the card, but your claiming and 
trusting in God’s promise of loving protection in times of danger!” 
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SIR GOBBLER’S GRATITUDE 
IonA G. BropDBECK, (Age 13) 


My name is Sir Gobbler; I acquired the “Sir” by being the 
largest and proudest gobbler in the barnyard. The title was given me 
by Miss Helen, who takes care of us. She is the twelve-year-young 
daughter of farmer Mason, the owner of the farm. 

At the opening of my story it was drawing near to Thanksgiving, 
and everyone was busy with preparations for the day. There was 
much excitement in the barnyard, for all of my flock (they had made 
me their leader) , were.talking of who was to be chosen for the Thanks- 
giving dinner. They all thought I would be selected; and I'll admit 
I rather thought so myself. But I cheered them by saying, “Shame! 
Are you giving up hope so soon? I know something will occur to save 
me. God cannot let me be killed by that cruel man, farmer Mason, 
and then roasted by Mrs. Mason. He is too good.” 

As the house was quite near the barnyard, and the folks talked 
rather loud, every word could be heard by us. Two days before 
Thanksgiving, while the family were at dinner, we heard the following 
conversation : 


“Wal, Almiry, don’t ye think I’d better kill Sir Gobbler tomor- 


“Oh, pa!” exclaimed Miss Helen, “how can you kill good Sir 
Gobbler >” 

“Wal, by choppin’ off his head, of course,” replied the farmer. 

Now Helen loved all animals and fowls and could not bear to 
have them killed and eaten, so she protested much against the killing 
of me or any of my flock; but farmer Mason and Almira, his wife, in- 
sisted upon having me for their Thanksgiving dinner. 

That night, when we were all asleep, the barnyard gate was 
quietly opened, and in came Miss Helen. 

She whispered to us: “Dear Sir Gobbler, and all the rest of you 
dear turkeys, I’m so sorry to part with you, but I’d be still more sorry 
to have you killed, so flee for your lives!” 

We went quite a distance, then arrived at a little house; as we 
came close to it, a small man came out. He looked about twenty 
years young. He said to us, “Come in, turkeys, and make yourselves 
at home.” Seeing us hesitate, he added, ““What! You are afraid? 
Well, I’ve entertained fowls and animals fifty years.” 

“We will gladly come,” said I, “‘but surely you are not as old 
as that? Why, you look only twenty!” 

He led the way in, and before us was a table, spread with vege- 
tables, fruits and nuts, but no meat. We all satisfied ourselves with the 
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food, and then had a long rest and sleep. When I awoke, I found 
my flock still sleeping. 

When Thanksgiving Day came, I said to the good man that I 
felt that something was wrong with Miss Helen, and that I wanted to 
show the gratitude I felt by helping her, so I started off to the farm 
immediately. When I arrived there, I found her sitting disconsolately 
on the porch. She said her father was punishing her for letting the 
turkeys out, by making her. do without her Thanksgiving dinner; but 
she said she didn’t care, for she wouldn’t have been a bit happy if she 
hadn’t let them out, and that she couldn’t eat when she wasn’t happy. 

Miss Helen was small for her age, and as I was quite large, | 
bade her get on my back; then I took her to our new friend’s house. 
There we all had the best Thanksgiving dinner I ever ate, and I am 
very grateful to Miss Helen. I have learned how to look young and 
everyone takes me for a “‘right young gobbler.” 


THE TREE'S PARTY 
ALBERTA MASTIN CARTER 

One day in October, a beautiful maple tree in the park thought 
she would like to give her leaves a party. She knew she could not do 
it alone, so she invited her friends to assist her. 

She called to the sun and said, “O dear sun, I want so much to 
give a party; will you help me?” 

The sun smiled and replied, “Why, I would be so glad to help 
you, but what could I do?” 

“Oh, you could shine,”’ cried the tree, “and make the day warm 
and bright!” 

“Very well,” said the sun, “I’ll do my best.” 

Then the tree called to Jack Frost, saying, “Dear Jack, I want 
so much to give a party; will you help me?” 

Jack Frost coldly answered, “I would be very glad to help you, 
but what could I do?” 

“You are a sly fellow, Jack,” said the tree; “I know how you 
come creeping around at night and kiss all the leaves, and by some 
hidden magic turn them red and brown and gold. Please say you 
will do so for me.” 

“Most gladly,”’ said Jack Frost brightly. 

Then the tree called to the wind and said, “O wind, I want so 
much to give a party; will you help me?” 

“T would be very glad to, tree; but, pray, what could I do?” 

“When you blow down the chimney and through the street,” 
said the tree, “you make such beautiful music. Won't you please 
play a march for my party?” 
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“With pleasure,” replied the wind. 

So when the day for the party came, the sun flooded the earth 
with its golden light; Jack Frost had slipped around during the night 
and playfully kissed every leaf, and the tree was a picture of loveli- 
ness,—all red and brown and gold. 

When all were ready, the tree gave a signal and the wind began 
to play a very lively tune. Then the leaves laughed and trembled for 
joy, and when the music became louder, they loosed their hold from 
the tree, and went dancing and whirling in great glee. 

When they were thoroughly tired out with their fun, they lay 
down on Mother Earth’s bosom and had a long, long sleep. 


Grace Brown, of Norwalk, California, has copied this little poem 
for us from one of her books: 


THE ROBIN REDBREASTS 


Two robin redbreasts built their nests, 
Within a hollow tree; 
The hen sat quietly at home, 
mate sang merrily, 
And all the little young ones said, 
““Wee, wee, wee, wee, wee, wee.” 


One day, (the sun was warm and bright, 
And shining in the sky,) 

Cock robin said, ““My little dears, 
*Tis time you learned to fly.” 

And all the little young ones said, 
“Tl try, try, try.” 


I know a child, (and who she is 
I'll tell you by and by), 
When mamma says, “Do this,” or “that,” 
She asks “What for?” and >?” 
She'd be a better child by far, 
If she would say, “I'll try.” 


~ When Adam named the beauteous flowers, 
One tiny gem escaped his thought, 
The sweetest in all Eden’s bowers. 
This modest flower cried, “Lord I grieve, 
I only am without a name.” 
He smiling said, “Forget-Me-Not.” 
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ROYAL, SECRETARY 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 
Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 
Motto—Love never faileth. 


Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak 
no evil. 


Requirement for Membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 


Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month before the 
date of issue. 

As Wee Wisdom goes to press, our Royal secretary is absent on 
business, but we know that he is with us in spirit. 


Kansas City, Mo. 
Dear Boosters—I am getting along just fine in my new location, and 
I like my school very much. I enjoy the Unity meetings, too, and think 
that I am gaining in the Truth. I have met a lot of our Booster friends, 
but have missed Blanche and Curtis. Hope to see them soon. I am also 
in a Sunday School class, and am learning more about the Bible. I wish 
that I could take you through the Unity buildings and show you where 
Wee Wisdom is printed. This is a wonderful place to grow up in, and | 
am proud that I am on the pay roll. I get my meals at the Unity Vege- 
tarian Inn, another part of Unity. The Boosters go out usually once a 
month with Royal, on a picnic. I haven’t gone with them yet, though I 
hope to some day, when I am up with my work. Hoping to see you all 
here eventually, I send you lots of love and thoughts of prosperity. Your 
fellow Booster, Earnest Baltzell. 
Westmount, Que., Canada. 
Dear Mr. Royal—I am a little Canadian girl of eight, and this sum- 
mer my dear grandmother, who knows and believes the Truth, was visit- 
ing at our country home farther up the great St. Lawrence than Montreal 
(of which Westmount is a little suburb), and she asked me if I had ever 
had Wee Wisdom visit me. I replied, “No,” so grandmother said she 
would pay your traveling expenses for a year, telling me she was certain | 
would love you, and I now believe her. I am very anxious to become a 
Booster, and wonder if there is room on your long roll for me? Do say 
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yes! I will send for my pin later on; I think that the motto of the club, as 
well as its colors which mean so much, are beautiful. I would like to ask 
if each Booster is compelled to have a pin? I think the Boosters’ object is 
a very sweet one, and this is one of my dear mother’s favorite sayings, 
“this object.” My big, thirteen-year-old sister is writing this letter, as she 
does most of my letters, while I dictate to her. I-can write, but she can do 
it so much easier and quicker. I go to school, and am in the third grade. 
I mean‘to tell all my little schoolmates about_dear Wee Wisdom and the 
Boosters, and in that way I will do some boosting. In my next letter I will 
tell you about my lovely Canadian home on the slopes of Mount Royal. I 
can tell you about our lovely winter sports here that I think you don’t 
have much of, in Missouri. I would love to correspond with some of the 
Boosters. My address is: 561 Roslyn Ave., Westmount, P. Que., Cana- 
da. Your loving little friend, Celeste Victoria Belnap. 


P. S. Here is a little poem I am very fond of: 


Never look behind, girls, 
When you're on the way! 
Time enough for that, girls” 
On some future day.’ 
Though the way be long, girls, 
Face it with a will; 
Never stop to look behind, 
When climbing up a hill. 
First be sure you're right, girls, . - 
Then. with faith be strong; 
Strap your pack upon your back, 
And tramp, tramp along. 
When you're near the top, girls, 
Of the rugged way, 
Do not think your work is done, 
But climb, climb away. 
Success is at the top, girls, 
Waiting there, until 
Patient, plodding, faithful girls 
Have mounted up the hill! 


I always think of the “hill” as the road to heaven, and heaven at the 
top.: It is true, too, that on our way to heaven we should never look back- 
ward, but plod faithfully upward to the top, and prove ourselves victors 
against evil. My sister likes this little poem, and she suggested that I 
might send it to you, though you may have heard it before. Sister says she 
will write you soon herself, to become Booster. - -C. VB. 


We thank both you and your big sister for this good letter, 
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Celeste, and are very glad to make you a member of the Booster Club. 
It is not necessary that Boosters have a pin unless they wish, but we 
believe all will find it easier to “hear no evil, see no evil and speak no 
evil” if there is a reminder before them. We would be glad to hear 
all the interesting things you have to tell about your Canadian home. 
St. Louis, Mo. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou arrived a couple of weeks ago and [ cer- 
tainly was glad to see you. It made me very happy to see my story “The 
Angel of Light” published, for I intend to be an authoress. I am sending 
you a Thanksgiving story. In my last letter I gave my address and asked 
some of the Boosters to write to me. I received a letter from Elizabeth 
Zaik, of Milwaukee, Wisconsin. I hope we will become good friends 
through you, dear Wee Wisdom. I think quite a few boys and girls should 
be grateful to you for helping them to make new friends. I would like 
to hear from some more of the Wees. My address is 4029A McPherson 
Avenue. Your loving Wee, Iona Brodbeck. 


We trust that many of the Boosters are making true and lasting 
friendships through this department, as that is the object of giving 
addresses. 

Valmever, Ill. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am very glad to see you every month when 
you arrive. You look very pretty in your new dress. I like the Puzzle 
Page best. I also love the stories and Peter Pan. I am trying very hard 
to get the puzzles, and I like to read Blanche’s Corner. Your loving 
friend, Eleanora Schellhardt. 

Wee Wisdom is very glad of these words of praise, and she is as 
glad to visit Eleanora as Eleanora is to have her. 

Ft. Laramie, Wyo. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like you very much. You have been visiting 
me for three months. We have lived on a homestead all summer, but this 
week we will move to town, so I can go to school. We are not far from 
the Sunrise Mountains. There is a lot of blasting done there, and we can 
hear it at my home almost any time. We visited my grandpa in Iowa, 
three weeks this summer, and I love it out there. I have a quilt started 
and have twenty-six blocks finished. I would like to hear from some of 
the Boosters. Love to you all, Ellen Wilson. 


Ellen has joined the “Busy Sunbeams” evidently, and is putting 
into good practice the use of her thread and needle. Good for Ellen! 
Louisville, Miss. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—l like you in your new dress. I enjoy each page 
of you. I pass you on to my little friends, and they, too, like you very 
much. I feel sure they will some day realize your true worth, and send your 
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traveling expenses. I have four little puppies and one large cat. Some day 
I am going to send you a picture of them. I ride to and from school on my 
bicycle, with two of my boy friends. We enjoy the long ride together very 
much. I have memorized the “Prayer of Faith.” I am sending you a 
love offering. This is my tithing money, for I am learning to give one 
tenth of every dime I get to Wee Wisdom. In faith, 


Maxwell McGraw. 
Wee Wisdom thanks you for the gift, Maxwell, and also for the 
loving, generous thought which prompts you to share your prosperity 
with her. May you be blessed in your giving. 
Philadelphia, Penn. 
Dear W ee Wisdom—lI have not written you for some time, but I have 
been going about quite a bit this summer. First I went to Eaglesmere, and 
there I saw the loveliest birds, and took long walks through the woods, 
and went in bathing, and did other interesting things. Then I went to 
Ocean City with my cousins. I had a lovely time there. I then came home 
for a week, and after that I went to the mountains with my grandmother. 
I fell into the creek several times while there, but came out all right. I 
also spent a week at Atlantic City, but now I am home for good, because 
school starts next week. I hope the other Wees had a nice summer, too. 
I love Wee Wisdom. Mother forwarded it this summer. I am inclosing 
your traveling expenses. With love to all the Wees, 
Dorothy Henry. 
What a splendid summer you have had, Dorothy! You can now 
settle down to your studies all the better for your nice vacation. 


Marjorie Roehr, of Newman, Cal., sends Wee Wisdom’s travel- 
ing expenses for a year, and asks to be made a Booster. She says 
the boys and girls in the place where she lives do not know much about 
the Truth, so she has a splendid opportunity to let her light shine. She 
also sends a love offering, for which Wee Wisdom returns thanks. 

San Francisco, Cal. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—We are all pleased with your new dress, and we 
can hardly wait for the month to go by to see the new puzzles and to read 
all the good things you have to tell us. The President of the United 
States visited San Francisco two weeks ago, and most of the school children 
saw him. If all the children who know the Truth would hold the President 
in thought, he would soon be well again. Waiting for the next Wee 
Wisdom, we are Yours in Love, Home of Truth Sunday School. 


We are glad to see that the Home of Truth Boosters believe in 
using their knowledge of the Truth to help others, and we feel sure 
that all the Boosters everywhere will be glad to codperate in holding 
healing thoughts for our good President. 
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San Pedro, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I want to tell you how pleased I am with your 
new dress, increased size, good print, and also to meet Mrs. Pettinger 
in story-land again.. I trust you will find your way into the hearts and 
homes* of hundreds of. little boys and girls who- have snot yet become ac- 
quainted with you. Your devoted admirer, ‘Katherine’ K. Galleher. 


Katherine has writtén: a regular Thanksgiving letter, and Wee 
Wisdom Apprezighes\ all, the di things she has said. 
Washington, D. C. 
Dea Wee “Wisdom—This summer I had a fine time at Chesapeake 
Beach; I went boating and bathing. One day as I was going in bathing, 
a lady gave me a lovely little bull dog. It hurt, its paw and I treated it, 
and it got well. From your little Booster, Mildred Ford. 
We are glad to know that. you- spoke the Word for your little 
pet, Mildred. When we use the Trath we know, it increases. 
New Orleans, La. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—1 fwhitten you in a long time, but every 
time you came to visit me, I promised myself that I would write. We 
certainly had a beautiful time this summer. My mother, sister, brother 
and I, all went on a trip to Lily Dale, N. Y. It is a beautiful spot, among 
maple, chestnut and pine trees, and surrounded by a chain of lovely lakes. 
We all enjoyed the trip. Now I have started to school, and am in the 
seventh grade. I love the large Wee Wisdom and I think it much more 
interesting. Harriet Eells writes stich lovely stories and letters. So do the 
other Wees. Some day I hope to. come to Kansas City and see Wee 
Wisdom’s:home. I cannot start a Booster Club, because there, are no chil- 
dren around here who know about it. I am practicing and studying very 
hard. +-started my music lessons -last-Wednesday. (I am sending” you a 
poem E composed. Your little friend; Vi irginia Drane. 


GOD'S GIFT 
By VirGcINIA DRANE (Age 12) 
~ Every little bud: opens. by degrees; Ta 
Every little heart opens with small keys. 
These are keys of Faith and Love 
Fitted by our God above, 
And as the bud becomes the rose, 
So with these keys our knowledge grows. 


Splendid, Virginia! You'll be.a poet before you know it. 


Rita Farrelly, of New York City, sends her love to the Boosters. 


_ has just been proving that God is her health, and that she can t be 
SIC. 


(1) A problem in ‘iihabiedien Can you explain it? 


—-TH9I3 
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Three vegetables from the Thanksgiving table. ; 


SOLUTIONS TO LAST MONTH'S PUZZLES 
“If at first you don’t succeed, try, try again.” 
Life. 
LOVE 
OVEN 


VEND 
ENDS 


Ant, bee, wasp, fly, moth. 
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“Bas 


G PRAYER 


) “That comes each happy day: 


+s For pleasant homes and gentle friends§ 
lor restful sleep and play: 


— 


Ithank you fr the birds and trees 
§ tor winters tingling air | 


to mame one thing 
Jive lome, why then, 
Wiha 


Whole heart I thank sou, 


{ 
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7, SuNpaY, NoveMBER 16, 1919. 
ESSES- OF CHRIST’S GLORY.—Luke 9:28-36:. 
GOLDEN Text—This i is my beloved Son: hear. ye him —Maik 
this we read that Jesus took Peier, John and Jaties and 
went with them up into the mountain, to pray: This might seem to us 
to be a strange thing to do, but doubtless Jesus wanted to be where all 
would be qitief,-so he would be undisturbed. He must have been able 
ta get very close to the Father here, for we are told that the fashion of 
his countenance was entirely changed, and his raiment became white 
and dazzling. Have you ever observed persons who were troubled 
about something, and then have you seen them after they had been 
alone in prayer? If you have, you have seen the peaceful, calm look 
that took the place of the worried expression in their faces. While up 
on.the mountain, Moses and Elijah: talked with Jesus. (Moses and 
Elijah had been great prophets.) As they were talking and praying 
together, a great cloud overshadowed them, and they heard a voice 
in the cloud saying: “This is my Son, my chosen: hear ye him.” 
Doubtless the disciples were much surprised and perhaps a little afraid 
when this big cloud came upon them, and the’voice of God came from 
its midst, but after hearing-the Father's message, they must nave felt 
reassured. 
Questibis for the Children to Answer 

What j is the lesson for us in Jesus’ going up into the niciasigies to 
ite: We can always get near to the Father and receive-his loving 
help if we withdraw ourselves from confusion and get still.” 

Even though the darkest clouds form- about us, does that give us 
cause for fear? No, for the Father’s voice comes forth strong and 
clear, assuring us of our Divine Sonship. 


LESSONS 
- 
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_ What effect does prayer have on the countenance? It changes 

it completely, making it to shine with joy and gladness. _ 
HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM. THE LEesson—Z/ am the Father's 
beloved Son, in whom he is well pleased. 


Lesson 8; SUNDAY, NovEMBER 23, 1919. 


JESUS CORRECTS JOHN’S NARROWNESS. 
9:46-56. 


GOLDEN TExt—Grace be with all them that love -our Boil 
Jesus Christ with a love incorruptible—Eph. 6:24. 


There arose a discussion among the disciples of Jesus, as to ‘lie 
among them was greatest. Each felt his own importance and desired 
to be first in the sight of Jesus and the people. However, it was never 
meant that one should be over another in importance, and to show this, 
Jesus took a little child “‘and set him by his side.”” He then told the 
disciples that they must become as a little child, to be really great. 
This meant that they must develop the faith and trust and confidence of 
a little child. It means for us that all people and things, great or small, 
have an equal part in the kingdom. At the same time, John saw one 
casting out demons in the name of Jesus Christ, but because the man 
was not known to be a follower of Christ, John told him to not-do this 
great work. When Jesus learned of it he said, “Forbid him not.” 
Any one who does the works of Jesus Christ, in his name, is doing 
good, no matter what his church may be. ; 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

Who is considered greatest in the sight of the F ather? The one 
who has. faith and is humble in spirit. 

What i is it to be humble in spirit? To be mei and modest. It 
is the opposite of being proud. 

_ Must we belong to any certain church to be true followers of 
Jesus Christ? No. Every one who does a good deed in the name of 
Jesus Christ, is a true follower of his teaching. 

HELPFUL, THOUGHT FROM. THE LEssoN—God loves me and 
approves of what I do. 


Lesson 9, Sunpay, Novemser 30, 1919. 

JESUS TEACHES PETER TRUE. GREATNESS.—John 
13 :5-16, 36-38. 

GOLDEN TExXT—Jesus Christ came to minister unto the world. 

In our last lesson Jesus reproved the disciples for disputing as to 

who among them was greatest, and in this lesson we find him giving 

them an object lesson in loving service to one another. He proved his 
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own humbleness by washing the feet of his disciples, and he did not 
consider that he was doing anything “‘beneath’”’ him; he delighted to 
do this loving act for the disciples whom he loved dearly. .How many 
times, when the opportunity comes to us to do a kindly act, do we hesi- 
tate because it will not bring us any personal glory or credit? If we 
have true love in our hearts we will not think about this, and we will 
serve our enemies with the same loving helpfulness that. we give to our 
friends. Jesus washed the feet of Judas, even though he knew that 
Judas had it in his heart to betray him. Of all the ciactaten Judas 
probably needed this ministry the most. 
Questions for the Children to Answer 

What did Jesus teach in washing the disciples’ feet ? i willing. 
ness to serve, even in the most humble way. 

What was it that prompted him to do this? Love. 

What will love in our hearts prompt us to do? It will prompt us 
to do good to everyone alike, rich or poor, friend or enemy. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE Lesson—I am willing to 
serve the Lord in any way I can. 


Lesson 10, SUNDAY, DECEMBER 7, 1919. 
PETER AND JOHN ASLEEP IN —Mark 


14 :32-42. 


GoLDEN TExT—W, atch and pray, that ye tel not into tonpla- 
tion —Mark 14:38. 


People often think that Jesus Christ had no trials Fr tempta- 
tions, as we do, because of the great powers he possessed, but he was 
often sorely troubled and perplexed. ‘When these times came to him, 
he went alone and prayed, and our lesson today shows him in the 
garden of Gethsemane, praying that God would help him through a 
great trial and temptation. He left Peter, James and John just out- 
side the garden, telling them to stay there and watch while he went 
alone to pray. Twice he returned and found them sleeping, but each 
time he awakened them, telling them they must “watch,” and he re- 
proved them, saying, ““Couldest thou not watch one hour?” ‘When 
Jesus was alone in the garden, he was praying that he might pass 
bravely through ‘this bitter hour, but he desired above all else that 
God’s will and not his own should be done. : 

Questions for the Children to Answer 


Why should we pray that God’s will, and not ours be done? 
Because God’s will is always and only good, and the Father knows 
best what we should have. 

Why did Jesus tell his disciples to watch? pea it is em as 
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necessary to watch as to pray, in order that we may not be tempted. 
Explain i in your own words how it helps us to go alone into our 
“gardens” to pray. 
_ . HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE Lesson—I « am > awake to the 
Truth that keeps me free from temptation. 


WHAT IS. THANKSGIVING? 


I once asked a small friend to tell me just what Thanksgiving 
was. all about. 

“Why!” she said, ““That’s the day when you eat pumpkin pie, 
‘and remember that you had ought to have been thankful all the rest of 
the year. Mother said so. 

A boy in one of my classes told me one time that Thanksgiving 
was the day when you ate ’til you had to let your belt out or bust it, 
and it was a little girl who gave this interesting information: 

“T’m thankfulest when we go to Aunt Anna’s for dinner, ‘cause 
she 'most always has ice cream to go on the pie.” 

So you see Thanksgiving means many things to many people. 

When I was a little girl, my Sunday School teacher asked us to 
name the thing for which we were most thankful. Some of us were 

thankful for new clothes or shoes. Others, with broader visions, for 
fathers and mothers, and homes, and for health and life, and knowl- 
edge of the Truth. The answers were all good. I was feeling a warm 
glow of pride in my class, when the freckled boy next to me hung his 
head, wrapped his foot around his chair, and answered, “Oh, just 
cause. 
I was deeply ashamed of him. Why couldn’t he have thought of 
something brighter than that? He had spoiled the record of the class. 

Today Curtis and I talked a bit about the things for which we 
were grateful to the “Giver of all good.”” We spoke, of course, of life 
and health, of food and raiment, and then we spoke of “Friendly 
Maples,” which lies so close to our hearts. We love its trees, and 
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the birds that live there with us. . We. are thank ful for the good rich 
earth that.so bountifully yields us. life and joy.as well as.food. We 
are grateful for the seasons, the sun and moon and the blue, blue sky. 
We are glad that we have eyes to see.and ears to hear and hearts to 
understand, and we are very: glad about the turkey gobblers. |: Big, 
handsome, bronze fellows, they are. They live at the big white house 
on the hill, and we love to go up there at: dusk and watch them; perched 
like sentinels on the fence posts. They never move or deign to notice 
us; although in}the: day time they: know us well, and talk: with us ‘quite 
freely:* ‘But the thing we are-so thankful about-is that instead of being 
killed! and eaten; they are going to the Fair, to show their rich plumage 
to admiring ites We are Sure enjoy it; they ate vain 
and strutty. 

Meanwhile, our list hives to be thankful hed to 
be endless. 

“Well, sonny,” | said at length, “I pte ‘we're thankful just 
because.” 
“That’s a pretty gdod reason,” “said m son. “Tf you are thaukful 

all over, that’s: all there is to. it.’ 

Though it has taken me some time to deca it, doe now. think 
the, freckled faced boy had the. biggest. vision of us all, and I humbly 
apologize.to the lad. (wherever he is) who was "cause." 


Every. ‘new member. to the Booster. Club means more 
sistiieelia in:the dark corners. Here are the new members this month: 
Charlotte Hunkin, Pacific Grove, Cal.;, Ethel Brunk, Chiwaukum, 
Wash.; Geneva Hamilton,. Kiefer, Okla. ; Alice 
Ohio; Laws Hotchkiss, Paterson,,N. J. 


One of our Boosters in Nashville, Tom: ‘hak to Wee 

Wisdom, but what do you think! She (or he) has signed the letter, 
“From your loving Booster,”” without. giving any name. Waite: 

tell us who you are, friend. Booster. 


We that the Sweet Brier Bender Club of N. 
is. a Hallowe'en party, and we trust. they will write: andl: 
us all about it. 


Natalie M. Buegref, cof New: York City, us. she is 
much interested .1 in: Peter Pan. navies 


R. Paxton, 63, Catletsbure Ky. would to 


from some of the Boosters. | 
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Baby is curled up in somebodys lap 
Feeling just ridht for alovely lon OP 
d somebody tells,as we rock to and 


A sweet litle story of each litle 
One is an andel,that dropped from fue sky; | 


Twois a sunbeam, he eaught passing by. 
Three is ababy; asleep in her bed, 
Four, the soft pillow,whore rests her wee heed, 


And ofary. with feathers toed. 


| Six is aboat.that awars at the door; 
Sevon a pilot. with silvery oar; 
Eiht is arwer, so and clear; 
Nines the music from dreamland so near, 


, And tenis the touch of my hand, baby 


SLEEPY TIME 
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